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rp  1IE  letter  was  rolled  round  a  brass 

J  knob  ihai  Hcaifld  ui  hare  brlongxd 
to  n  bedstead,  and  secured  with  a 
narrow  riblun  of  while  silk,  soiled  and 
framed.  It  was  printed  rather  than  written  — 
that  is  U»  say,  the  letters  were  of  the  sliais- 
which  printers  use,  and  they  seemed  to  lie 
formed  I »t  some  blunt  instrument  dipped  iu 
a  rtirioii*  reddish -brown  ink. 

It  fell  at  my  feet  a*  I  walked  in  my  garden 
between  Uie  white-blossomed  ra|MilK-r*.  I 
looked  up  lo  see  who  luwl  thrown  it,  but  iu 
all  the  rirrle  of  blossoming  gardens  and  red 
roof*  that  surrounded  me  nothing  moved. 

It  was  Easter  Sunday,  and  all  the  good 
people  were  ut  church.  Though  I  am  bat 
forty-five,  I  have  just  enough  of  gout  t** 
keep  me  from  walking  a  mile  to  church,  and 
I  naced  slowly  with  my  stick  iu  the  pwii 
and  white  giinlcu.  The  letter  nut — 

“  Whoever  finds  ibis  is  implored  to  help 
me.  I  urn  -Imt  up  iu  tin-  attic  of  tin-  While 
House.  If  you  ask  for  UK-  at  the  dour  she 
will  kill  tin-,  but  anyone  could  climb  lo  the 
window  along  the  roofs.  My  window  l...k* 
over  the  laundry.  I  ram  are  no  window  from 
it.  For  God’s  mkc  rutueand  help  a  wretched 
girl  who  trust*  you.” 

It  wits  written  on  a  |**v  of  wall  ]«|>  r 
where  faded  nau  struggled  over  I  doe  and 
white  Stri|sw. 

Now,  I  am  forty-five,  as  I  said,  and  have 
no  mind  for  advuuiuriw,  and  as  for  climb- 
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ing  along  roofs,  my  trout  settled  thatoacstioa 
—though  twenty -five  years  More  I  hail  had 
g"*d  reason  to  know  that  one  could  indeed 
ditub  to  that  window  of  the  White  House 
which  overlooked  the  laundry.  Many  a 
time  I  had  done  it,  lured  by  the  dmr  face 
that  I  knew  would  Is-  waiting  me  there. 
Well,  it  was  all  over  lung  ago  ;  her  shrewish 
elder  sister  hail  scolded  her  into  marrying 
someone  else— and  I  also  had  married. 
Yet  the  thought  that  it  was  from  !KM 
window  that  this  letter  lutd  been  loaned 
aerum  the  roofs  worried  me  a  little.  I  told 
myself  that  I  ought  to  lie  sure  that  it  was  a 
hoar,  hut  I  was  not  sure.  The  owner  of 
the  While  House,  that  same  shrewish  sister, 
was  more  than  a  little  eccentric.  What  if 
she  were  frightening  some  poor  itiuidacnnm 
into  submission  its  -be  had  frightened  my 
|-»or  Valeria  five  and  twenty  ywtrs  ago  ? 

I  walkid  among  the  near  trees  pondering 
till  my  Is*t  cans-  home  from  cfanrcli.  Then 
I  showed  him  the  letter. 

••  Hi  re’s  an  ml  \  viitnrv  for  you,  dail,"  said  lie. 
“  Who  -avs  the  dava  of  romance  arc  over  ?  ” 

-  IV.  tou  think  ‘it’s  a  home  ?  "  I  asked. 

••  I’ruUMy  ;  but  the  eiraac  for  treapamiag 
on  the  roof  of  Mi*s  Rowslcy’s  laundry  is  too 
goad  to  throw  away." 

He  curved  the  Faster  lamb  with  brisk 
exactness  and  iM~ed  uh-  my  plate  as  he  mid  — 

II  You’ll  gof  i»f  ooursc  ? 

••  iKm’i  uuick  in)*  fuut  himI  uij*  gr«y  luiirm. 
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Do  you  know,  lad.  that  Idler  girt*  me  ilie 
heartache  ?  " 

And  1  told  him  about  the  window,  aud 
how  I  hail  climlwd  to  it  twenty-five  ytwre 
before.  When  I  had  finished  the  story  he 
merely  aid.  -  Good  old  dad.”  and  helped 
himself  to  more  lamb ;  but  1  «u»  that  he 
meant  in  hi*  turn  to  climb  lo  that  w  indow'. 
He  spent  most  of 


a.  ru 

piece  of  wall* 


that 


in  hi*  hand,  and  once 
he  said.  "This  ink 
ia  a  very  curioun 
colour.” 

I  let  him  alone. 

Mr  bur  John  i*  one 
to  think  a  mutter 
out  thoroughly.  I 
knew  I  could  tru*t 
him  to  do  the  U*t 
tiling  |*M*ible.  If  it 
ba<l  not  been  for 
him  I  think  1  alioukl 
have  been  tempted 
to  disregard  the  in* 

Ction  of  tbe 
r,  and,  going 
l-'klly  up  the  High 
Street,  to  knock  at 
tbe  green  door  of 
the  White  House, 
demanding,  in  plum  tern  *. 
whether  .Mi*  Row  dev  b.ul 
u  wretched  irirl  imprin  t  -I 
in  the  attics.  But  John 
wa*  of  another  mind. 

"  Either  take  it  a*  u  h- «x 
and  let  it  alone,  or  tuk  it 
seriously.”  mid  he.  **  If 
wc  take  it  seriously  we 
must  do  exactly  a*  *h  sa 
RowsleT  id  mail  enougl  for 
—with  her  tracts  and  her 
dons,  and  her  home  f.< 


***»  1 


This  last,  a  owl  buildiug  just 
outside  the  town,  was  indeed  Ml* 

How -ley’s  lut.-st  eccentricity. 

Towards  evening  John ’grew  more  talku- 
tive,  and  I  knew  that  non  everything  was 
settled  in  his  mind,  for  my  boy  never  could 
talk  when  he  was  thinking’. 

When  eleven  o'clock  mine,  and  the  maid* 
had  gone  to  bed,  John  -aid,  “  Come,  father.” 
and  we  went  out  together.  I  ahoukl  have 
felt  a  quarter  of  a  century  younger  but  for 
tbe  ache  in  my  heart  that  was  ulnars  there, 
luu  John  ha*  told  me  since  that  for  !m 
pan  he  felt  like  a  burglar's  apprentice. 
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Our  little  town  is  nine  miles  from  a 
railway,  and  folk  kwp  primitive  ln»uni  there. 
Not  a  window  Idiuked  light  at  us  from  the 
dark  gulJes  nmnd  about  as  we  went  down 
our  garden  and  through  our  'table-yard  au<l 
into  the  stable.  At  the  I  mm  k  of  the  stable 
is  a  window  closed  hr  u  wotslen  shutter.  It 
was  nailed  up  securely  many  a  long  yeur  ago. 


••n#a  U|<  ik«  Ukiws-b.—* 

I  found  that  John  bail  drawn  die  nails 
during  the  day.  Now  he  oja-ned  the  wooden 
shutter  a  \erv  little  wav  ami  »c  pctfied 
through  into  the  Sagged  yard  that  lies  at  the 
side  of  the  While  House. 

“There  is  only  one  window  ou  this  side 
of  the  house,”  f  whi*|ered,  “  the  licwr  tree 
on  the  wall  has  grown  very  much.  You 
conhl  ulim-t  climb  up  by  that.  I  remember 
planting  that  jvar  true.” 

My  John  rlimlwd  on  to  our  chicken-house 
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by  moans  of  the  water-bntt.  and  thence  on 
to  Uic  roof  of  our  liable.  lie  hod  taken  off 
Ilia  boots,  and  the  curled  tilec  gave  u  foot¬ 
hold  secure  enough,  as  I  knew.  I  bud 
always  thought  that,  barefooted,  you  could 
walk  on  tiles  without  making  a  sound.  It 
seems  so  when  you  are  doing  it  youradf. 
But  now,  as  I  stood  holding  my  breath  in 
the  stable  below,  it  seemed  to  me  that  the 
cracking  and  clattering  John  made  would 
|*r*cutlj  bring  the  whole  town  out  to  listen 
and  wonder.  I  went  buck  to  the  wooden 
window,  and  presently  the  stable  roof  gave 
one  last  loud  crack  am  I  the  beam  of  it 
gnainod.  Then  I  »»  John  crveiang  along 
the  roof  of  Miss  Rowslcv’s  bakclHWlac,  ami 
then  he  got  his  knee  on  the  wall  just  as  I 
used  l*»  do  and  so  climbed  to  the  laundry 
roof.  I  could  just  acc  him  under  tin-  window 
holding  on  to  the  window-ledge  ami  rustling 
at  tile  panes  with  a  hit  of  the  blossoming 
iwar-tree  tiiat  lie  liad  broken  off. 

Then  1  saw  the  window  open.  There 
was  something  white  there.  I  strained  my 
ears,  hut  I  could  not  hear  even  a  whisper. 

Then  John  mine  bnck  along  the  laundry 
roof,  lie  dropped  into  the  rani  and  esune 
under  the  wooden  window. 

*•  Will  you  go  hack  and  get  a  file— two 
file*? "he  whis|«red.  “Wc  must  get  her 
out.  Hither  the  old  lady's  mod.  or 
mail,  or  I  am.  Anyway,  we  must  get  her 
out.  |k>  get  that  file.  There  arc  bar*  to 
that  confounded  window." 

"  Yew,  I  remcmlwr  that  there  arc  Urn,"  I 
said,  and  1  went  to  fetch  the  tiles.  I 
brought  two. 

John  was  waiting  for  me  below  the  wooden 
window.  He  dimlicd  up  again  bv  the 
luking-honse  door.  And  now  I  could  hear 
a  whisper  in  the  silence  of  the  scented  April 
night— the  whiap.-r  of  the  file  uud  the  iron 
lure. 

So  one  who  has  not  crouched  in  a  manger 
watching  through  a  wooden  window  the 
tiling  of  iron  Kirs  cun  form  any  idea  of  the 
tediousness  of  the  o|ieraUou.  I  longed  to 
climb  after  John,  to  umlrh  the  file  from 
him  and  to  slum  him  lioxv  the  thing  ought 
to  In-  done.  Hut  I  controlled  my  im|utivm-c. 
Forty-lire  is  not  a  very  ripe  age,  but  guilt 
iiihI  trouble  ;r_*e  otic.  I  was  not  sure  that 
I  ortlld  manage  lb*-  lukiiig-limise  d<«»r.  It 
is  dillieult  l<»  •-limb  a  iluf  that  swings  uKiil, 
ami  io.iv.  al  the  least  falsi-  tom  b.  Halter 
n  verlH-rjiiiig  K.lis  and  latch  against  the 
wall  K-hiud  it.  Strange  that  twciily-fivu 
yearn  should  make  one  so  old.  Hilt  I  l««>t 
iuj  tin*  lovr,  uihl  uij  *ifct  dear,  jjilitlo 
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woman,  only  lived  the  year  of  our  marriage 
out ;  if  she  had  lived  she  might  have  Uughl 
me  to  forget  and  so  kept  me  young. 

I  listened  to  the  whisper  of  the  file,  and 
presently  I  saw  that  Jolm's  position  bud 
changed— he  was  filing  the  second  bar. 

Then  suddenly  the  darkness  and  the  silence 
were  shattered  by  a  bright  light  and  the  high 
voice  of  an  augry  womau.  I  knew  that 
voice,  and  I  remembered  the  words  iu  the 
letter,  “  She  will  kill  me  ! "  and  before  I  wax 
conscious  of  iny  ow  n  purpose  I  had  turned 
ami  drop|sxl  from  the  woollen  window  on  to 
the  paviiig-flagw  of  the  yard  below— dropped 
with  all  my  weight  on  my  gouty  foot,  and  I 
swear  I  never  felt  so  much  as  a  twinge. 
Then  up  the  Kiking-house  door  -never 
mind  how  the  bolts  rattled  now  —and  clatter¬ 
ing  in  my  Knks  over  the  tiled  roof  to  where 
my  lioy  John  crouched,  filing  at  the  second 
Kir.  I  caught  tip  the  second  file  from  the 
window-kdge  tlic  finvt  had  not  yet  worn 
blunt— and  filed  at  the  top  of  the  Kir  ;  and 
inside  the  room  the  angry  voice  rose  and  fell. 
As  I  got  the  file  into  its  groove  I  turned 
my  eyea  towards  the  room  within.  Ill  a 
corner  behind  an  old  chest  and  a  pile  of 
sacks  crouched  ii  while  figure,  mgs  of  lace 
and  ribbon  I  amid  distinguish,  and  a  dark 
head,  but  the  face  was  hidden. 

In  Lise  middle  of  the  floor  stood  Mow 
Kowalev,  without  her  cap— it  was  long  since 
I  liwd  seen  her  without  cap  or  Kinuel  her 
grey.disordored  hair  hanging  on  hcrshonldcrs. 
She  wore  a  grey  dnwwiiig-gown  ;  in  one  hand 
she  held  a  caudle  and  in  the  other  a  long 
carving  knife.  This  sounds  a  little  comic. 
]ierhaps — or  cheaply  melodramatic.  It  did 
not  seem  so  to  my  John  and  me.  We 
remembered  the  words  of  the  letter,  “She 
will  kill  me  ! "  and  wc  saw  that  white  figure 
crouching  before  the  grey-luiired  fury. 
Miss  Rowsley’s  features  were  swollen  and 
distorted  ;  her  lips  moved  more  than  was 
needed  for  speech.  She  did  not  hear,  or  did 
not  liecd,  the  strong  undertone  of  the  busy 
file*. 

“So  I've  caught  you  at  last!"  she  was 
saying,  holding  the  cumlle  aslant  till  the 
gmuc  drip|*d  iu  slow  drop*  to  tbv'  floor, 
•'  You  m-hU'l  he  warned.  Yon  mmU  en¬ 
courage  your  lover.  Get  up  and  let  me  see 
your  wicked  faro,  yon  shameless  baggage. 
Ah,  that  I  should  ever  have  to  say  it  of  a 
sister  of  mine !” 

“  Mail  .is  a  liatu-r,”  whispered  John,  filing 
away  furiously. 

“  You  shan't  live  to  disgrace  your  family," 
(he old  woman  went  on  ;  “John  Warburton'a 
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no  match  for  you,  and  I'd  sooner  see  vou  in 
your  abroad.  I'll  give  you  one  more  chance. 
Will  you  marry  Edward  Neale  ?  " 

Then  I  understood.  The  woman  wa* 
indeed  mad,  and  was  now  going  over,  in 
pari  at  leaat,  aome  scene  of  twenty-five  yean 
ago,  in  which  her  water,  my  borbooda  love, 
had  played  a  part..  My  poor  Valeria— my 
poor,  timid  Valeria ! 

The  crouching  figure  moved,  took  its 
hand*  from  iu  fucc,  1  saw  the  fate  quits 
unmistakably,  quite  plainly.  And  the  face 
was  my  Valeria’s  as  I  remembered  it  all 
those  ycnra  la-fore,  ouly  not  now  lit  with  the 
pretty  lights  of  hope  and  love,  lait  pale  and 
shadowed  with  the  terror  of  death. 

“  I  will  Promise  anything  you  like,"  she 
whispered  nraathkasly. 

And  now  the  file*  had  done  their  work, 
the  bar  lienl  in  ami  snapped,  and  I  thank 
(■od  that  I,  and  not  John,  pot  my  knee  fin* 
over  the  window  ledge  ami  was  in  the  room 
and  holding  the  mad  woman  by  her  ell«ows 
before  she  could  raise  the  knife  to  me.  John 
cauic  after,  picked  up  the  candle  and  lighted 
it  again. 

“  We  got  your  letter,"  lie  said  in  quite  an 
ordinary  tone  to  the  girl,  who  now  leaned 
against  the  dust,  with  cyea  wide  open  and 
breast  heaving  with  lntourcd  breath. 

M  What  is  it  all  about  ?  ”  I  asked. 

“  I  don't  know,”  said  the  girl  in  a  whisjicr, 
and  the  grey -haired  woman  writhed  in  my 
grasp.  I  tightened  my  fingers  on  lier  right 
arm  till  she  dropped  the  knife.  She  did  not 
speak  to  us  -ouly  struggled  dumbly  like 
some  animal  trapped. 

“She  is  my  aunt,"  the  giri  went  on. 
“  My  father  and  mother  died  two  rears  ago. 
I  was  coining  to  live  with  her.  She  wrote 
such  kind  letters ;  and  when  I  came  site  met 
me  at  a  stAiion  a  long  drive  away,  and  when 
I  came  to  this  house  she  brought  me  up 
here  and  adeed  me  to  promise  to  give  half 
my  father's  fortune  U>  missionaries  und 
dislnwd  nits,  ami  when  I  would  not,  die 
hx  ki*l  me  un.  It  is  three  days  since." 

*’  Why  iImIii'I  you  arrumi  asked  John. 

“She  wonkl  have  mine  More  anyone  cW 
mnld,  and  she  would  have  kill'd  me — you 
know  she  would.  The  next  day  die  seemed 
t’i  have  forgotten  iilsait  the  cat*  and  things, 
ami  hrgnn  to  talk  of  lovers  and  all  <>.rls  of 
strange  talk ;  then  I  knew  she  was  quite 
mail.  Oil,  lake  me  nwiiy.  take  uie  away  !  " 
She  lagan  to  ctt  helplessly. 

John  looked  ut  me. 

“  I  suppose  I  hail  letter  fetch  the  police.” 
he  mid  quietly. 
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Then  the  w  oman  I  held  cried  out— 

“  No,  no,  you  shall  marry  her,  if  too  wilL 
Oh,  John,  forgive  me,  dear  !  I  did  it  for 
your  sake  because  I  loved  you  so— but  you 
never  would  look  at  me." 

She  suddenly  turned  and  laid  her  faded 
face  against  mine. 

“  1>c“r  J°hn,  forgive  me,"  die  said.  “  Ill 
he  a  good  sister  W>  you  both  now." 

"I  shall  fetch  the  police,"  mid  John 
More  I  could  speak. 

I  suppose  the  shock  of  her  sudden  con¬ 
fession-  renmlwr  how  much  it  meant,  and 
how  It  explained  the  mysteries  of  so  many 
years !  must  have  caused  me  to  loosen  my 
grasp,  for  as  John  spoke  the  woman  suddeuly 
broke  from  my  hands,  sprang  to  the  window 
—  I  raw  her  huddled  form  a  moment  on 
the  ledge  as  I  sprang  after  her- then  she 
fell  in  a  heap  from  the  window— we  raw 
her  fall  —  on  to  the  lanndry  roof,  and 
thence  to  the  ground.  She  never  moved 
again.  When  John  did  at  Inst  fetch  the 
Mice  there  was  nothing  for  them  to  do. 
She  was  chad. 

•  •  •  •  • 

I  summse  you  think  that  Valeria  married 
mv  John,  ami  that  I  sjienl  my  life  a  con¬ 
tented  spectator  of  their  happin***.  This 
never  aevina  to  liavc  even  occurred  to  either 
of  them.  Yon  see,  though  John  did  moat  of 
the  filing,  I  happened  to  lie  the  fiiwt  to  enter 
that  room,  and  Valeria  insists  that  it  was  I 
who  raved  her  life.  As  for  me,  only  one 
face  in  the  world  and  one  name  have  ever 
duinued  me.  Valeria  nuracwKsbotk.  I  feel 
n  little  hesitation  and  shyness  in  stating 
jJainly  that  it  was  I,  and  not  my  boy  Johu, 
who  married  Valeria.  She  was  twenty-three, 
and  I  forty-five  at  the  time  of  oar  marriage, 
ImiI  I  have  had  no  gout  since  that  fateful 
Easter,  and  Valeria  rays  I  am  growing 
younger.  She  hrraclf  looks  older  than  her 
yeans  because  the  horror  of  those  three  days 
— when  she  did  not  know  from  hour  to  hour 
when  the  madness  of  killing  would  seise  her 
gaoler- lias  left  white  streukt  in  the  black  of 
her  soft  hair.  Valeria  rays  she  could  never 
luive  loved  anyone  bnt  me,  and  to  me  it  seems 
only  that.  I  loved  Valeria  twenty-five  yean 
ago  in  a  dream,  now.  thank  Ood,  fulfilled. 

I  still  keep  the  letter  which  brought  me  the 
only  enduring  happiness  of  my  life.  It  is 
written,  as  I  said,  with  a  curiously  blunt 
instrument  in  strangely  coloured  ink.  That 
blunt  instrument  was  a  splinter  of  wood 
from  the -old  window  frame,  the  brown  ink 
was  the  blood  of  uiy  Valeria. 


